We cross the Highland line
Engineers, of which he was proud but a little reticent when
I got him to let me examine the buttons and asked him how
he had procured it: it was a present, said he, to the amusement
of his friends: and added as an afterthought that it was only
the people who wore Russian army coats who had stolen
them.
After this we all took it for granted that I was going to
Sar-i Kashti, and the Sardari said no more. He made me
promise not to spend more than one night there: he would
wait to hear of our safe emergence on to the Harsin track,
which was to be our way back—and Keram was to send him
news of it at once. At eight-thirty next morning I took a
grateful farewell of him, waved to the assembled Kakavends
of Tudaru, and started off down the defile of the Giza Rud.
This is called Tang-i-Charash, and is a narrow cut between
Chia Dozdan (Hill of Thieves) on the west, and a group of
hills beginning with Pir-i-Dozd (The Old Thief) and ending
with Peri Kuh on the east. A green water runs through
willows and spiky grasses at the bottom, and the Badavar
River flows into it at the beginning of the defile.
Our path kept fairly high up on the slope of Chia Dozdan.
We had low bushes of holm oak and beech around us, first
signs of the jungle country in the south. Across the valley
we could see another group of Kakavend tents with their
black cattle grazing round them. A little procession was
going down from them to the river, bearing a corpse which
they washed in the running water with shrill lamenting cries.
We were now in the place where the ten police had fought
the brigands a month before and been killed: it was a sinister
" gate " into the Highlands.
Keram, however, rode on ahead, careless and unarmed,
humming a little tune to himself, as though it were Richmond
Park on a Sunday morning. The landscape looked peaceful,
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